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In a few more minutes they had pass¬
ed tbe breakwater and were gliding
slowly pnst tho wharves towards the
landing-stage.
Suddenly Helena clutched hold of Ba¬

sil's arm.
"U Basil," she whlsppercd, "how beau¬

tiful-look! Guarding the bar') mi !"
He turned and followed the direction

pf her glance.
An enormous crucifix, more than life

size, planted In the «round, roso from
Hie low «dlffs on the right for all enter¬
ing the harbour to see.

They watched tho symbol In silence
as the passengers chattered on every
pido and gathered up their rugs and
nnnd-bags.
(lortro slipped his arm through Hel-

« na's.
The remainder was no vivid and sud¬

den It affected them powerfully. They
were both people of tlio world,, living
In It and enjoying the pleasures of Ufo
that came In their wny. Gortro wns not
one of those narrow, and even lllbred,
young priests with h text for ever on

his lips, a sort of Inopportune concor¬

dance, with an unpleasant flavour of
omniscience. Ills religion and Helena's
«as too deep and fibrous a thing for
commonplaces about It. It did not con¬

tinually effervesce within and break forth
In minute and constant bubbles, losing
nil Its sincerity and beauty by tho vul¬
gar wear and ti'ar of ft verbal trick.
Hut It was always and for ever with

him a transmuting forco which changed
his life each hour in a way of which
th'i nominal believer has no conception.
A letter he hnd our« written to Hel¬

ena during a holiday compressed all his
belief, and his Joy In his belief. Into a
few Mhort lines. Thus had run tho

sincere nnd simple statement, unadorned
by any effort of literary grace to give
It point nnd force:.

"Day by day ns your letters come I go
on saying m¡y prayers for you, and
with you, in fresh faith and confidence.
Ton know that I nbsolu:.'!y tvirt »be
1-ord Jesus Christ, who Is, 1 believe, the
Ood who made tho worlds, and that I
pray to HJm continually, relying on His
promise.«.
"I keep on readlns all sides of the

riuestlon. as your father does also, and
wlille admitting all that honest criti¬
cism and sincere Intellectual doubt can
teach me. and freely conceding that
there Is no Infallible record In the New
Testament. I grow more and more con¬
vinced that the «Gospels and Paul's let¬
ters relata facts and not Imaginations
or hnuluclnatlons. And the more

strongly my Intellect Is convinced
so much more does tny heart delight
In love of God. who has given Him¬
self for me. How magnificent In that
finale of St John's Gospel! Thomas
salth unto Him, My Lord and My God.'
And. then, how exquisite Is tho supple¬
ment about the manifestation at the lako
side! Imagine the skill of the literary
man who Invented that! Fancy such a

man existing In A. D. 130 or thereabouts!
I see Mr?. Humphry "Ward «ays 'It was a

dream which the old man at Ephesus
related, and his disciples thought it was

fact.' And she Is a literary person!"
So. a« the lovers gilded slowly past

the high symbol of Ood'a pain, the wor-

uhlp In their hearts found but little utter¬

ance on their lips, though they were

deeply touched.
It seemed a good omen to welcome them

to France.
Spence remained to look after toe lug¬

gage and to see It through the customs,
nnd the three others resolved to walk to
the rooms which they had taken In tho
Faubourg- de la Barre, on the steep hill
behind tho chateau.
They passed over the railway line In

the middle of the mad. and past the
cafes which cluster around the landing-
stage. Into the quaint market place, with
the great Gothic Cathedral «Thurch of
St. Jacques upon one -side, and the colos¬
sal statue of Duquesne. surrounded by
baskets of spring (lowers, In the center.
To Helena Byars that simple progress

wns one of unalloyed excitement and de¬
light. The small and wiry Boldlers, In
their unfamiliar uniforms; an officer sip¬
ping vermouth In a cafe, with spurs,
sword and helmet shining In the sun;
two black priests, with huge furry hats-
all the moving color of tho scene-gave
her now and delightful sensations.

"It's nil so different!" she said, breath¬
lessly. "So bright and gay. What In that
red thing over the tobacco shop, and that
little brass dish over the halr-dresser's?
Think of "Walktown or Snlford. now!"
The house in the Faubourg de la Bnrre

was kept hy a Madamo Vnrnler, who
spoke English well, nnd was In the habit
of letting- her rooms to English people.
A late dejeuner wns ready for them.
The omelette was a revelation to He-

lenn, and tho rognons sautes filled her
with respect for such cooking, but she
was Impatient, nevertheless, to bo out
and sightseeing.
Tho vicar was tired and proposed to

slay indoors with the Spectator, and
Spence had somo letters to write, so Basil
and Helena went out atone.
"The vicar nnd I will meet yon at 6,"

Spence said, "at tho Cafo des Tribun-
eaux, that big place with tho gabled roof,
In the center of the town. At 6 the
l'heure verre begins, the time when every¬
one goes out for nn aperitif, the appe-
? Ixer before dinner; afterwards I'll take
you to dine at tho Pannier d'Orr. a Jolly
little restaurant I know of, and in the
evening- we'll go to the Casino."
Madame Varnler, the patronne, was in

her kitchen sitting-room at the bottom
of the stairs, and thoy looked In through
the hatchway as they passed to tell her
that they were not dining Indoors.
On the floor a little girl with pale yel-

ow hair, an engaging- button of three,
was playing with a live-, rabbit, plump
and mouse-colored.
"How sweet!" said Helena, who was in

a mood which made her ready to appre¬
ciate everything. "Look at the little dar¬
ling with its pet. Has baby had the rab¬
bit long, Madame Varnler?"
Tho Frenchwoman smiled lavishly.

"Est-ello gentille l'enfant! hein!. I bring
the lapin chez mol from tho magsizln
yesterday. There was very good lapins
yosterday. I buy when I can. Je trou¬
verai ca plus prudent. He Is for tho
dojeuper of madomolsello to-morrow. I
tako him so".she caught up the animal
nnd suited tho notion to tho word.
"I press his throat till his mouth
open, and I pour a little cognac Into
btm. Il so meurt, and the flesh have
a delicious flavor from tho cognac!"
"How perfectly horrible!" said Helena

as they camo out into the street and
walkod down the hill. "Fancy seeing
one's lunch alive and playing about like
that, and then killing if with brandy,
too! "What pigs these. French people
aro!"
Soon after the cool gloom of St. Botny

enveloped them, under tho big deine they
lingered for a time, walking from chapel
In chapel, where nuns wore praying. But
It dulled them rather, and thoy had more
pleasure- In the grey and Gothic twilight
Of St, Jacques. Here the eyo was uplifted
by «tore noble linea, there was a more

mediaeval nnd romantic feeling about thoplace.
"Wo will come here In mass on Sun-'

day," said llnsll. "I shall not go lo th«!
English Church at. all. I never do abroad,
and the vicar agrees with me. You »do
one belong» to the Catholic Church In
England. In France one belongs to it,
too. The 'Protestant' Church, as they
call it, with en English olorgyman, Is,
of( course, a Dissenting Church here."
"I see your point," said Helena, "though

I don't know that I quite agree with it.
'hit I have never bo-m to a Roman
Catholic Church in England, and I want
to see Home of the services. Bowing down
In tho House of Rlmrnon,' Mr. Philemon
wouZU call It at Walktown."
They turned down a narrow street of

quiet houses, and came out on to the
Plage. There were a good many pooplo
walking up and down the great promo-
nn«h! from the Cuslno to tho harbor
mouth. An air of fulness and prosperity
floated round the magnificent hotels
which faced the «en,
It was o. spring season, owing to the

unusual mildness of the weather, and
Dieppe was full of people. The Casino
was opened temporarily nftor th» !ong
sleep of the winter, and a. company was
pr.rformlng there, having come on from
the theatre at Rouen.
"What a curious change from the

churches and market ploce," said Helena.
"This Is tremendously smart and fushlon-
Tible. How well-dressed evory one Is.
Look at that red-haired woman with the
furs. This Is being quite in the world
again."
They began a steady walk towardB the

pier and lfghthouHe. The wind was fresh,
though, not troublesome, and at five
o'clock, the sun, low In tho sky, was still
bright, and could give his animation lo
tho picture.
The two young peoplo amused them¬

selves by speculations about the varied
types of people who passed and ropassed
them, «lortre wore a suit of very dark
gray, with a short coat and. an ordlnnry
tweed cap-hls holiday suit, he called It.
nnd, except for his clerical collar, there
was little to show his calling. Ho was
pleased, with a humorous sense of pro¬prietorship,' a kind of vicarious vanity,
to notice the attention and admiration
excited by the beautiful English girl at
his side.
Helena Byars held her own among the

cosmopolitan crowd of women who walk¬
ed on the Plage, Her beauty was Saxon,
very English, and not of n type that Is
always appreciated to Its full value on
the Continent, but It shone the moro
from I-atln contrasts, and could not es¬
cape remark.
Every now and again they turned, at

distances of a quarter of a mile or so,
and during the recurrence of their beat
they began to notice a person whom they
met several times, coming and going.
He was an enormously big man, broad

and tall, dressed expensively and with
care. His size alone was sufficient to
mark him out of the usual, but his per¬
sonality seemed to them no less arrest¬
ing and strange.
Ills large, smooth face was fat,

the eyes smatl and brilliant with
heavy pouches under them. His
whole manner was a trifle florid and
Georgian. Basil said that he seemed to
belong to the Prince Kegent's period In
some subtle way. "I can Imagine him on
the lawns at Brighton or dining In tho
Pavilion." he saM. "What a sensual, ev.l
face the man has! Of course. It may
mean nothing, thuugh. The Bishop of
-. one of the saints of the time, whose
work on the Gospels Is the most wonder¬
ful thing ever done In the way of Chris¬
tian apologetics, has a face like one of
the grotesque devils carved on the roof
of Notre Dame or Lincoln Cathedral.
But this man seems by his face to have
no soul. One can't feel It Ls there, as one
does, thank God! with most people."
"But what an Intellect such a man must

have! Look at him now. Look at the
shape of his head. And besides, you can
see it In his face, despite its sensuality
and materialism. He must be some dis¬
tinguished person. I seem to remember
pictures of him. Just lately, too, in tho
illustrated papers, only I can't get a

name to them. I'm certain he's English,
and some one of Importance."
The big man passed them again with a

quiet and swift glance of appreciation for
Helena. He seemed lonely. Basil and
Helena realized that he would have wel¬
comed a chance word of greeting, some
overture of friendship, which is not so

Impossible between English people abroad
.even In adjacent Dieppe.as In our own

country'- >

But neither of them responded to the
unspoken wish they felt In the stranger.
They were quite happy with each other,
and presently they saw him light a cigar
atid turn into one of the great hotels.
They discussed the man for a few

minutes.ho had made nn odd Impression
on them by his personality, and then
found that It was time for tho rendez¬
vous at the Cafe des Tribiineaux.
By this time dusk was fulling, and the

sea moaned with a certain melancholy.
But the town began to be brilliant with
electric lights, and the florid Moorish
building of the Casino was Jeweled every¬
where.
They turned away to the left, leaving

the sea behind them, and, passing through
a narrow street by the government to¬
bacco factory, came Into the town again,
and, after a short walk, to the cafe.
The place was bright and animated-

lights, mirrors and gliding, the stir and
movement of tho pavement, combined to
make a novel and attractive picturo for
tho English girl. Tho night was not cold,
and they sat under the awning at a little
rpund table watching tho merry groups
with Interest. In a fow minutes after thoir
arrival they saw Spenco nnd the vicar,
now quite restored and woll, coming to¬
wards them. They had forborne to order
anything before the arrival of their com¬
panions.
The Journalist took them under his wing

at once. It amused him to be a cicerone
to help them to a feeling of being at
home. Gortro and Mr. Byars had been in
Switzerland, and tho latter at Bomo on
one occasion, but under the- wing of a

bishop's son, who mad« Ids livelihood
out of porsonally conducting parties to
Continental towns of Interest for a fixed
fee. There was llttlo freedom In these
cut-and-drlod tours, with their lectures
en route and tho very dinners In tho
hotel ordered for the tourists, and every¬
thing so arranged that they need not
speak a word of any foreign language.
For the vicar, Spenco proscribed a ver¬

mouth sec; Gortro, a courtesy Invalid,
was given a minute glass of an aniber-
.colored liquid with quinine in it."Du¬
bonnet" Spence called It; and Helona had
a slrop of menthe.
They were all very happy together In

the simple-minded, almost childish
way of quiet, intellectual peopjo.
Their onjoyment of the novol
liqueurs, in a small cafe at
tourist-haunted Dieppe, wns as great as
that of any sybarite at tho Hotel Bits,
In Paris, or at a rare dinner at Giro's, in
Mopto Carlo.
Spence ordered nn abslnt'ho for himself.
The vicar Boomed slightly perturbed.

"Isn't that stiiff rather dangerous.
Spence?" he said, shrinking a little from
tho glass when the waiter brought it.
"I've heard terrible things of It."
"Oh, I know," said the Journalist,

taiighíng, "people cull It tlio French na-
tlonnl Vice niifl write tirades ngalnst it.
Of course, If it become*" a regular habit,
It Is dnngernua, and excess In nlmlnthe
is worne than mont things Put ono glass
taken now and again Is a wonderful

' stomachic and positively beneficial. I
take one, perhaps, five times in a year,
and llko It. But, like all good things,
It Is terribly abused both by the people
who use It and those who don't."

Suddenly Helena turned to Gortre.
"Oh, look, Basil!" she sold. "There Is

our frlond of tho Plage.Qutnbus Fles-
trln, the mountain of flesh, you remember
your fiwlft?"
Tho big stranger, now In evening dresn

and n h« >. fur coat, had Just come Into
the ciife v.ns sitting there with a

olgaroll Maria paper. Beseemed
lost In sonic .- ir't of nnxioua speculation.
at lenst so it «comed by the drooping of
the Journal In his mnsslve fingers and the
sot expression of abstraction which lin¬
gered In his oyes and spread a veil over

his countenance.
They had all turned at Helena's excla¬

mation, nnd looked toward« the other aide
or tho cafe, where the man was sitting.
"Why, Hint'« Sir Robert. Llewellyn!"

said Spence.
The vicar looked up eagerly-, "The

great authority on the antiquities of the
Holy Land?" he said.

.Tes, that's the man. They knighted
him the other day. He's supposed to bo
the greatest living authority, you know."
"Do you know Mm, then?" asked the

vicar.
"Oh, yea," said Spence, carelessly.

"One knows every one In my trade; I
have to. I'v» often gone to him for In¬
formation wtien anything very special
has been discovered. And I have met
him In clubs and at lectures, or at first
nights at the theatre. Be Is a great play¬
goer."

"A decent sort of man?" said Gortre,
In n tone which certainly Implied a doubt.
Spence hesitated a moment. "Oh. well.

I- suppose so." he said, carelessly. "There
are tales about his private life, but prob,
ably quito untrue. He's a njnn of tho
world, as well as a great scholar, and I
suppose tho rather unusual combination
makes people talk. But he Is right up at
at the top of the tree.goes everywhere,
and he's Just been knighted for his work.
I'll go over and speak to him."

"If he'll come over," said the vicar,
hjs ever, alight with anticipation nnd tho
hopo of a talk with this famous expert
on the subjects nearest his own heart,
"bring him, please. There Is nothing I
should like better than a chat with him.
I know his Modern Discoveries and Holy
Writ almost by beart."
They watched Spence go across to Sir

Robert's table. The big man started as
he was spoken to. looked up In surprise,
then smiled with pleasure and extended
a welcoming hand. Spence sat down be¬
eide him. and they were soon in tho
middle of a brisk conversation.
"The poor man looked very bored until

Mr. Spence spoke to him." said Helena.
"Kather, I'm sure you'll have your wish.
H'- seems glad to have some ona to talk
to."
She was right. After a minute or two

tho Journalist returned with Llwellyn,
and the five of them wero soon In a full
flood of talk.
"I wns going to dine alone at my hotel."

said the professor, at length;, "but Spence
?a:-h' that he knows of a decent rcstaur.
ant hTe. I wonder If you would let me
b*> one of your party? I'm quite alone in
Dieppe for a couple of days. I'm waiting
for a friend with whom I am going to
travel."
"Oh, do come. Sir Robert," said tho

¦vicar, with manifest pleasure. "Are you
going to be away from England for
Ion*??''

"I have leave from tho British Mus¬
eum for a year," said the professor. "My
doctor says that I require sibsolute rest.
I am en route for Marseilles and from
there to Alexandria."
The Pannier d'Or proved a pleasant

little place, and the dinner woj» excellent.
The professor surprised and then amused
the others by his' criticism of the
viands. Ho made the dinner his especial
business, sent for the cook and had a
ü-Jous conversation with him, chos0 the
Wines with extreme care.
His knowledge of tho culinary art was

enormous, and he treated It with a kind
of reverence, addressing himself more
particularly to Helena.

"Yes. Miss Byars, you- must be most
careful In the preparation of really good
crayfish soup. This Is excellent. Tho
great secret Is to flavour with a llttlo
lobster spawn and to mix tho crumb of
a French roll with the stock.white stock
of course-lbofore you add the powdered
shells and anchovios."
Many times, despite his Impatience to

get to deeper and moro congenial sub¬
jects, the vicar smiled at tho purring 01
this gourmet, who seemed to' prefer a
sauce to an inscription and rissoles to
research.
But with the special corree.covercc1

with fine yellow foam and sweetened
with crystals of amber sugar.the vicar's
houV came. Sir Jtobort realized that it
was inevitable and with a half sigh gave
tho required opening.
Once started, his manner changod utter,

ly. Tho mask of materialism peeled away
from his face, which became younger,
brighter, as thought animated it, and
new, finer lines ca.me out upon it aj
knowledge poured from him.
The conversation threatened to bo ?,

long one. Sponoe saw that and proposée
to go on to the Casino with Holena, leov.
lng tho two clergymen with Llwellyn. Tl
was when they had gone that the trie
Bottled clown completely."

It resolved Itself at frlst Into a dla
logue between the two elder men. Gortre .<
knowledge was too general and superfl
cial on these purely antiquarian matten
to allow him to take much part in It. Hi
sat sipping his coffee and listening wltt
keen attention and great enjoyment t<
this talk of experts. Ho had not like-
Llwellyn from tho first and could no
do so even now, but ho was forced t<
recognize the enormous intellectual' ac
tlvlty and power of the big, purrlm
creature (before him.
Stop by step the two archaeologist

went over tho new discoveries being mai
In tho ground between tho City Wall o
Jerusalem and the Hill of "Jeremlah't
Grotto." They talked of the blue an
purple mosaics found on tho Mount o
Olives, of all that had been done b
tho English and German excavators dur
lng the past years.
Gradually the discussion became mor

intimate and began to touch on greaissues.
Mr. Byara vna in a state of extra

ordlnury Interest. Ilia knowledge wo
wide, and Llwellyn early realize
this, speaking to him as an equal, bi
beside the professor's all-ombraclri
uchlovoments It was aa nothing. Tl
clergyman lenrn something fresh, 6on
sudden Illuminating point of view, sonirradiating fact, at every moment.
"I Btippoao," Mr. Byara, said at lengt"that tho truo situation of the Hoi

Sepulchre Is still a matter of conBldernb
doubt, Professor. Your view would ii
torest tno oxtremely."
"My view," said Llwellyn, with r'i

markahle earnestness, "and with an on
phals which left no doubt about his coi
vlotlona, "Is that the Sepulchre has'm
yet boon' located."
"And your view la authoritative,

course, said Mr, Byars,

The I'rosessnr bowed.
"That Is as It may be," lie said, "but

I have no doubt upon the subject. The
Cliurch of tho Holy Sepulchre la quite
out of the question. Then' I« really no
historical evidence for it beyond n

foolish dream of the Hmpres» IM'iri, In
A. U. 321. The people who know dlfimlss
the traditional site nt once I>f course, It
In generally believed, but one connoi ex-
pect the world at large to be cognisant
or» the doing of the authorities, Canon
MncCbll has Hiild tnat the traditional site
Is the real one, nnd as his name ins
never bwn out of the public eye sluco
what were called 'The Bulgarian Atro¬
cities,' they aro content to follow his
lend. Then there Is the «inestlon of the
second site, In which a great many peo¬
ple believe they have found the true
Golgotha and Sepulchre. 'The Gordon
Tomb,' us It has been called, excited a
great deal of attention at the time of its
discovery; You mny remember that I
went to Jerusalem on behalf of the Times
to Investigate the matter. Von may re¬
collect that I proved beyond dispute that
the tomb was not Jowlsh nt nil, hut
Indubitably Christian nnd lung subse-
quenl to the time of Christ. As a mutter
of fact when the tomb wns ex.avatcd
ïr. 1873 It was full of human bones and
the mould of decomposed bodies, and
there were two red-palntcd crosses on-
the walls. The tomb was clone ta a
large Crusading hospice, and I have no
doubt that It was used for the burial or
pilgrims. Besides, my excavations proved
that the second "city wall" must havo
Included the now site, so that the gospel
narrative at once demolishes tho new
theory. I embodied twenty-seven other
minor proofs In my letters to the
Times also. No. Mr. Byars, my convic¬
tion Is that wo are not yet able in locate
In any way the position of Golgotha and
the Holy Tomb."
"Vou think that Is to come?" pxked

Gortro.
"I feel certain," answered the Profes¬

sor, with great deliberation and mean¬

ing."I feel certain that we are on the
eve of stupendous discoveries In this di¬
rection."
His tones were so Impreselvo and so

charged with Import that the two clergy¬
men looked quickly at each other. It
seemed obvious that Llwollyn was aware

of somo Impending discoveries. Ho must,
they knew, be In constant touch with all
that was being done In Palestine, Cu¬
riously enough, his words gave each of
them a certain*' sense of chill, of un¬

easiness. Thero seemed to bo something
fcehlnd them, something of sinister sug¬
gestion, which they could not divine or

formulate, but merely felt ns an action
upon the nerves.
It was a rare experlenoe to sit with the

greatest authority upon a subject, and
hear his views.views which It would be
folly not to accent. His knowledge wa«

so sure and so profound, a sense of power
flowed from him.
But though both men felt a dim pre¬

monition of what his words might possi¬
bly convey, neither could bring himself
to a deliberate question. Nor did Llwellyn
nppear to Invite It. During the whole of
their talk he had sedulously avoided any
religious questions. He had dealt solely
with historical aspects.
His position in the religious world was

singular. His knowledgo of Bib'ical his¬
tory was one of Its assets, but he was no:
known definitely as a believer.
His attitude had always been absolutely

non-committal. He did the work he had
to do without taking sides.
It had becoino generally understood that

no definite statement of his own personal
mnvlctlons was to be asked or expected
from him.
The general consensus of opinion was

that Sir Bobert Llwellyn was not a be¬
liever in the divinity of Christ: but It was
merely an opinion, and had never been
confirmed by him.
There was rather a tense silence for a

short time.
The Professor broke it.
"Let me show you," he ssid. taking

a gold pencil-case from his pocket, "a
little map which I published at the time
of the agitation about Gordon's Tomb.
I can trace the course of the city walls
for you."
He felt In his pocket for somo paper

on which to make the drawing, and took
out a letter.
Gortro and the vicar drew their chair

closer.
Suddenly a curious pain shot through'

Basil's head and all his pulses throbbed
violently. He experienced a terribly fn-
mlllar sensation.the sick fear and re¬
pulsion of the night before his Illness In
the great library. Tho aroma of some
utterly evil and abominable personality
seemed to come Into his brain.
For, as ho had looked down »t the

paper on which the great white fingers
were now tracing thin lines, he had seen,
before Llwellyn turned It over, a firm,
plain signature,- thus;

CONSTANTTNE SCHUABE.
With some excuse about the heat.of tho

room, he left It and went out Into the
nicht.
His brain was busy with terrible intui¬

tive forebodings, he seemed to be caught
up In tho fringe of some great net, the
phantoms of his Illness came round him
once more, tho dark air was thick with
their wings.vague, and because of that
more hideous.
He passed the lighted kiosk t_t the

Casino entrance with a white, set face.
He was going home to pray.

CHAPTKR IX.

INAUG1 "RATION.
It was at Victoria Station that Basil

said good-by0 to Helena. Spence had
been bock again in I/mdon for a fort¬
night. Mr. Byars and his daughfter were
to go straight back to Manchester tho
same day. and Gortre was to take pos¬
session of his new quarters In Lincoln's
Inn and enter on his duties at St. Mary's
without delay.
It had beea a pleasant holiday, they

all agreed, as tho train brought them
up from Newhaven; how plf»osant they
¡had hardly realized till It was ¡ill over.
They had been all brought moro Inti¬
mately together than ever before. Gortro
had come to know Mr. Byars with far
more completeness than had boon possl.
bio during their busy parochial life at
Walktown. Tho elder man's calm and
steadfast belief, his wide knowledge and
culture, tho Christian sanity of his life,
wero never moro manifest than In the
uninterrupted communion of this time
of rest and pleasure.
He saw In his futuro father-in-law su.h

a man as he himself humbly hoped that
ho might become. The Impulsiveness of
an eager youth had toned down into tho
mature Judgment of middle age. The en¬
thusiasms of life's springtime had solldl.
fled Into quiet strengh und force, and
faith and-Intellect hnd combined-Into a
deep and Immoval conviction. And Mr.
Byar's was no simple, childlike natu-o
to whom goodness and belief wero easy,
a natural' attribute of the man. He was
subtle rather, comptex, and tho victory
over himself hnd cost him more than
It costs moat men. So much Gortre rea¬
lized, and his love and admiration for
the vicar were tompered with that joy¬
ous awe that ono fine nature Is privil¬
eged to foel at the contact with another.
To Helena also this time of holiday

had been very precious. To mark tho
fervour of hor ohoson one, tho energy
ho threw into Life, ixivo, and Religion)
to find him a man and yol a priest, to
follow him in thought to tho fvory gates
of his Ideals.these were hor-uplifting
occupât Inns; and to all these as they
walked and talked, listened to the music
at the Casino, explored tho ancient for¬
est and, castle at Arques, or knelt with
bowed bends Us tho sncrlrig hell" rang
and tlio priests moved about tho allai".
theso liad boon tho united Ihond of the
great knowledge. and hope they shared
together.

(Continued next Sunday..
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M^ NEWSPAPERS AND THEIR USES
REMIND HON. BILL SÄNGER
OF JOURNALISTIC VENTURES
IN ARNIM AND THE RESULTS.

m^
The Hon. Bill Sänger, sheriff of Arnim,

replaced his glnss on the. bar and rolled
a cigarette.
"Newspapers,," he remarked, gravely,

"Is plumb valuable. But sometimes they
print thlnes which can't, nowise be true,
and then thny print things which Is true,
but which riln't. Intended as auch. But
they're plumb valuahlo anyway yoi«
take It.
"We ain't none Iltorary and cultivated

In these parts, except tho mayor, which
can handle a branding Iron graceful and
poetic, and we ain't got much chance to
collect any Information which may ho
wandering around aimless and unsettled.
What wn need all along Is a newspaper,
and I'll be right glad and Jubilant when
t hear there's one n-comlng.
"We've got tho outfit for a bang-up

paper, all right, which is some rusty and
battered, but otherwise good, but wo
ain't had nobody to run It since New
York Smith, which could sling Ink swift
and frivolous,»but which waa slow other-
ways, went out in Sam's place a couple of
years ngo. If the man beforo Smith.
his name being Randall.had only held on
long enough, this town would sure be cul-

to remind you nil about Rod Thompson,
Which tried to keep twenty-four of the
boys covered while he backed out of Sam's
placo one night. Why, when they come
to plant R«'d It took eight men to tote
tho coffin.he was carrying so much lend
with him. And he wns considered a goo.l
man In these parts.'
"The mayor lasted his liquor critical

and observing.the same being plumb
strange and unusual.and he say«, argu¬
ing and persuasive: You mean all right,
Jim. but you ain't got the right Idea,
That paper didn't mean that this man
Roosevelt got the drop on the wholo out¬
fit sudden and collective. That wouldn't
ho by no means possible. Ho Just done
like Rogers, of tho Circle outfit, when he
was elected mayor the lime befoio me.
him being the llrst the town owned, You
wasn't here then, which 1.1 Indicated by
your remarkB. Rogers was sure unpopu¬
lar with the boys, and even his friends
wns some cautious and observing when
they was In his vtcinitv. He wasn't a
bnd man according *o ids lights, but he
sure was frisky and Impulsive, nnd when
ho cut Ioopo with his hardware he. always
got something. Sometimes It was the

Jackson, tickling Jim under the chin
with a nine-inch barrel, 'you wouldn't
ever say anything different from wh-.t
you believe, would you, Jim*"
" "Not me," says Jim, impressive ,-ind

solemn, "you know me hotter than that."
" ' "Because," saya old man. Jackson,

smiling and polite, 'they say that talking
too much makes some peopio bilious.
Why, It might mako you sick, Jim! .List
think of that! Why, Jim, you might
even go pas« out, sudden and unexpected.

" 'Well, Jim ho lopes off and old man
Jackson he catches up with the res», of
the boy« and talks to them all that
way. There wasn't anybody working
for him that spread news around gen-
oral and promiscuous after that, and
everybody got nlong fine.'
" 'Moaning which?" nsks Hicks, plumb

rude nnd disagreeable.
" 'Meaning,' replies the mayor, slow

and pointed, 'that this hero Roosevelt
person mny have mot up with Paire*'»
or old man Jackson nnd learned their
methods. I allow he performed accord¬
ing to schedule.'
"Then Hicks he says ho don't hellevfl

that Rogers, Roosevelt and Jackson
ever performed as related, and that the

RESENTING A SOMEWHAT POINTED AND ENTERTAINING PERSONAL.

tlvnted and knowing by this time. His
stylo was some high class and dignified
for those parts, but he knew politics like
he did his private deck, and he could fan
his guns speedy nnd efficient. And the
paper he got out kept things woke up
line.
"One day me and the mayor and a

lunger named Norton, which had c-nmo to
Arnim just previous, was standing in
Sam's place, when the mayor ho got to
talking about what a trouble It was to
keep cultivated In this hero town. 'Ran¬
dall ain't so had,' says the mayor, 'but
he alh't genial enough. He's got his
views, and there ain't nobody telling him
nothing. What wo want is somebody
which can write loose nnd easy, so as to
suit most everybody. Of course, there's
some of tho boys which wouldn't be suit¬
ed noway, but the law-abiding citizens of
this town wouldn't stand for no decided
expressions of their views.'
"The lunger he looks pleased nnd an¬

ticipating after the mayor quits chinning,
and he says, anxlous-llke, 'I ain't never
wrote for a newspaper, but I believe I
could do it. 1'ni pretty well Informed on
political nnd other subjects, nnd it would
kill time at any rate.'
"Then the mayor ho looks solemn and

allows It would kill time, swift and en.sy,
and Just then there come a couple of
shots, aimless and disconnected, and then
about a dozen more, mostly continuous.
Tho lunger.the same being new and
skittish.Jumped about a foot, hasty and
undignified, and when ho comes down he
says, swearing previous and sincere, 'For
God's sake, what was that."
"The mayor he gazed regretful and

pathetic at the floor, where tho lunger
had spilled his liquor when he Jumped,
and ho says, cold and reproving: 'Thero
ain't no call for strong language or ex¬
citement. The Arnim Weekly Conserva¬
tive has Just about come out, and I judge
by the signs tiifLt tho personal column Is
some pointed and entertaining.'
'The lunger didn't say nothing, only

reached sort of aimless and wandering
for tho mayor's glass of red-oye, which
was removed suddon and pointed, and
when tho boys brought in Jim Hicks, of
tho bar-circle ranch.him that the per¬
sonal had been about.the lunger fainted
clean away, and there was a lot of
good red liquor sluiced around external
and careless beforo he come to. And ha
didn't say anything after that about
writing looso and easy for the boys, even
when Randall wont out sudden and un¬
expected in his office, having shed his
hardware, casual, and unsuspecting, to
enso his hip.
'fin remembering^ along of this talk

aljout newspapers nnd such, when Baldy
Wilson, which Is the headquarters for
hardware,and things, como back to town
one time and brought a lot of newspapers
to distribute, friendly and impartial. They
was mostly about tho Republican conven¬
tion round-up In Chicago, It having come
oil' Just previous, and I ain't never mudo
up my mind slnco whether them papero
was deceived or whether thoy Just lied
easy and uncaring. Anyway, ,we was
sitting In Sam's place the next day reus¬
ing, when Jim Hicks.the pâme which,
was fanned by Randall.jumps up and
¿ays, loud and ruouous: 'I ain't gfolng to
read no more of. that. I'm euro fond of a
man which can stretch his tongue smooth
and entertaining, but I ain't standing for
no regular liar. That paper says this
niaii ROQSOvalt got the drop ->n about ft
thousand delegates to this hen Repub¬
lican convention round-up--all uf then*
being «lead set against him-am! w.da
thorn step to music, .brisk and enjoying.
That'» ¡nue plumb tuollshue.s. X ain't _ut

man he went after, but like as not it
w;i* a cayuse or a friend or an Innocent
spectator.he was that general and com¬

prehensive when he got settled down to
his work. Anyway, tho boys didn't lope
around after Rogers much, and one day
when lie got them all In Sam's place and
said ho thought the town needed a mayor,
and that he'd bo it, thoy just naturally
was rude and scornful.
" 'Rogers ho didn't say nothing, nor

argue none, but the next day ho met one

of the boys ambling along alone, and lie
says, handling his armament casual and
flippant: "Bill, I want to talk to you,
'cause I'm suro you've changed your mind
since last night. Tho span of human Hfu
Is some brief and uncertain,- and you ain't
the kind Of a man to go out knowing
you ain't done your duty by your town.
Of course, there ain't no possibility of
you're going out sudden and unexpected."
he says, prodding Bill In the ribs, face¬
tious like, with his forty-four, "but I
thought I'd Just talk to you and see It
you hadn't reconuidored. I'd like to bo
mayor. Bill," he says, prodding him su¬

perfluous and familiar,, "and I'd mighty
like to have your vote. Of course, I ain't
g'lng to urge you none, but I'd sure liko
to see you come around."

" 'Bill he reconsidered a minute, and
said ho guessed he'd come around all
right, and that there weren't anybody
he'd- rather see mayor than Roger«, and
Rogers he went along and had a' Httlo
talk with another ono of the boys. When
election day come nround Rogers was

suro popular, and there wasn't nobody
voted against him. none to speak of.'
"The mayor looks at Hicks, hut Hlcka

wns grinning, sarcastic, and annoying.
And the mayor resumes, paiiont and lo¬
quacious. Says he, 'You all have
heard 'of old man Jackson, which
was a sure enougr cow gentlema-.i
In his day, but which went out In bod
gradual and unpleasant, beforo most oí
you drifted to theso parts. Old man Jack¬
son was a whole lot married.th-j samo

having begun when he was voung nnd
frivolous.and the boys which worked for
him.there was eight or r.lne if I'm re¬

membering correct.was plumb edified and
encouraged most every day by »ho way old
man Jackson circled tho corral when his
wife was feeling like, a little diversion.
The old man didn't seem to mind the
boys knowing about theso here little do«
mostlc ruffles, but when they -<ot to talk¬
ing to their friends free and entertaining
about the way tho old lady made him
step to music, and how he dodged the
coffee-pot and flap-jack pan, plumb regu¬
lar and expert, he got real peevish and
irritated. But ho knew these horo cow
gentlemen which worked for him and he
didn't put up any four Hush which
couldn't be played.
" 'But a couple of days after he'd heard

about tho way the boys was talking, ho
meets one of thom drifting along by him¬
self, and ho said to him, playing with Ills
hardware casual and absent-like; 'Jim,
Mrs. J. is some temperous when shu's
feollng that way, ain't she?"
" 'Jim cleared his throat a couple ot

times and allowed he hadn't noticed It
himself, but had heard it said that sho
might be a little bit Inclined that way.
.Pretty Una gift, don't you think

so, Jim?" asks old man Jackson, pok¬
ing the muzzle of his Colt, easy and
punctuating, against Jim's waistband.
.It sure la," says Jim. plumb en¬

thusiastic and sincere, ,

.I scamper around son» playful and
nïnuslng when she's on the warpath,
though. dQÍl't 1, .Um?" says old man
Jackson, amiable and grinning.

' ' "I Bu'ru never noticed it," says Jim,
earnest and convincing.
"'"And I can dotlgo coffee pots and

tilings plumb clevor and nrtlstic, can't
I, Jim?" asks old man Jaakaqn, poking
Jim In tho ribs, friendly and' Intimate,
with his scent sprinkler.
"'"I ain't heard you ever tried," re¬

sponds. Jim, sweating free and con¬
tinuous.

'. . "And, of course," says old man

mayor Is a liar. When Hicks gets «>ct
he says he's going to inves.lgne the
subject and report. Which is fin». In
the meantime I'm remarking again that
I'd be some glad and joyous if a news¬
paper would sottle In these parts. It's
plumb difficult to keep cultured tlii.s
way."
(Copyright, 19W, by Irving C. Norwood.;

How Public Money is Squandered
By Postoffice Department.

The entire volume of the public business
of the country transmitted through the
mail. Including documents, oorrespon-.
denco, even heavy cases of freight, suca
as postal cards, postal supplies, type-'
writers, cancelllng-machlnes, printing,
presses, etc, is carried without any com¬
pensation, and at an absolute loss,
amounting, as experts declare, to $15,ixa)
a year. No accounts are kept.
Weekly nowspu/pers, mailed free la the

counties whero published, constltuto an¬
other heavy Hem of total loss. Other
newspapers and periodicals, and manywholly undeserving kinds of second-class
matter, are carried for only a fractional
part of tho cost of transmission. Trans¬
portation alono costs six cents a pound,
while the postage rate Is one cent. Second-
class matter constitutes sixty-five per
cent, of tho total weight of mails trans¬
ported, while yielding only five per cent,
of tho revenues. Tho legitimate part ot
this loss is cheerfully borne by tho pub¬
lic, in view of the educational benefits
derived, from the circulation of the public
prints. But this does not excuse the fa_L
ure prpoerly to compute ajid tabulate It.
Tho money-order system Is oonduoted

at a loss of at least two million dollars
a year.
The registry system would show a greatloss if all proper changes against It could

be duly debited.
Rural free delivery causes a met loss

of more than fifteen millions annually.It is probably fair to assume that the
rates of postage on third and fourth class
matter (books, etc., at ono cent for two
ounces, aiid "merchandise" at one cent
por ounce, as a whole, cover Uve actual
cost of transmission and delivery. Includ¬ing their shaxe of general expense of ad¬
ministration.
This throws the burden of seeking to

make a profit upon letter postage ¿uone.In other words, the writers of letters or»
taxed for the benefit of tho patrons ofthe losing ventures in tho existing sys¬
tem. The two-cent stomp runs the whole
machine..Henry A. Castle. In Harper'sWeekly.

Da Styleesha Lady.
I tal you w'at, you oughta see
Carlotta, dat's my girl, w'en she
lues feex' for ho^j»».iy. I guess
You nevva seo sooch styleushness.
She gatta yallow seelka skirt
Kes look bo line you thcenk ees wort'
'Rout twanty dollar, mebbe more,
Kef you goln' buy eet ecu da store.
So, too. she gatta purpla wals'
Dat's tr_em' woeth protta yellow Lie»,An' beega golds breasta-peen
Eos stceckln' ondrancat* her oheen.
I5h? Wait, my frand! On toppa dat
Site gat da beoga rodda hat
Woeth coupla featha. brlghta green.
An' whlta rosn tfci baytween.
Da redda, whlta, green, you se«,
Eos Ilka Mag of Italy!
Ha! w'at you thetmka dat for style?
Ah! yes, my frand, eet mak' you sm11«|.
You can eemaglne, den, of mo
How proud I smile w'en first I see,
You can believe how proud I feel
For wnlkln" out weoth her; but steel
I gatta.\y'at you call."deestress"
Baycause'.iir all dees styleeshnes«,
You see, w'en she oes loqk so sweet
I 'frald for let her on da street,
I Justa feela soaro* dat som'
Bceg receba man ees gona corrí*
An' see how styleesh she can be,
An' steala her away from me.

.T. A. Daly In Catholic Standard.

She Looked Him Up.
Miss Ascum.Do you really think It's

possible to find out who your husband
will he by consulting a fortune tellarT
Miss Malnchojis.I don't .know, but I

recently found out who my husband
wouldn't be by consulting on«.
Miss Asoum.Really? Who was the

fortune tellorT
Miss Malnohana.Qradstreot..Philadel¬

phia Lodger.


